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Test Subject

The second year of my university degree was fast approaching
and if my first year had taught me anything, it was that I needed
to be much better prepared the second time around. Faced with a
rapidly dwindling bank account just months into my first semester,
I had been forced to go to my parents for some emergency funding,
which was possibly the most embarrassing moment of my life. My dad
was a stern conservative type and I practically had to wrestle the
money from his cold grasp, even though he was fully aware that I
only needed it for my food and rent. So rather than go through all
that again, I decided to look for some work that would compliment
my study schedule and provide me with enough cash to live on more
than pasta and baked beans for the year. The local papers were
filled with employment opportunities in bars and restaurants, but I
didn’t particularly take to the idea of waiting on customers every
evening. There were also a fair few shop assistant roles, involving
dull till work and shelf stacking. Again it wasn’t really my style.
Then I noticed a small advert in the corner of one of the job
sections. It was for a company known as Fantasia Ltd and was
beautifully decorated for a job advert. It read simply:
Female model required for BDSM product testing
and equipment review. Must be 18+ and very open minded!

Now I
had always thought that I was a rather liberal girl with a varied
sex life filled with experimentation. I had what I thought were a
few naughty fetishes and loved to invite complete strangers back to
my dorm room for some drunken fumbling and after dark fun. However
none of it could ever have come close to the experience that I had
when I applied for the job. I called up and the woman I spoke to
immediately offered me an interview, which I took to mean that they
were having extreme difficulty finding someone to fill the
position. Blinded by the openness of the opportunity and slightly
excited by the prospects of using some kinky sex toys, I accepted
and turned up the following afternoon at the company’s offices at
the end of an industrial park just outside the city. I parked up my
shabby old hatchback and walked over to the entrance, ringing the
buzzer to alert them to my presence. Moments later a woman answered
the door and I was suddenly taken aback by her beauty. She towered
over my petite young frame with a domineering smile that set me off
guard slightly. She held out her hand to greet me, scanning every
inch of my body in an almost mechanical fashion.

“Hi, my
name is Joanna.” she said as I stepped through into the building. A
long corridor stretched out before me with a mass of doors on
either side.


“Hayley.” I replied, nodding with my usual adorable grin. She
seemed to be quite concerned about my presence, as if she was
expecting someone else.

“Hmm,
how old did you say you were?” she frowned, murmuring to herself as
she gave my body another once-over.

“I’m
19...” I replied, “20 in a few months.”

“What do
you understand the job to be?” she asked, figuring that I would be
making a swift exit at any moment. She didn’t even allow the door
to fully close.

“Uh, the
advert said product testing...” I said.

“But are
you familiar with the type of products we manufacture?” she
persisted. I came over with a flush of embarrassed heat as the
blood rushed to my cheeks.

“Um...
sex toys?” I giggled, already feeling the excited tingle of my
clitoris growing more and more intense with every word that we
shared.

“Yes,
but the advert specifically mentioned a particular... niche, shall
we say.” she said, circling her fingers in front of her as if she
was trying to conjure a further answer from me.

“BDSM?”
I responded, “Like... kinky stuff?”

“Okay, I
was just checking.” she continued, waving for me to follow her down
the corridor to her office. I trailed behind, admiring the slender
curves of her ass beneath her tight fitting office skirt. She
looked very demure and proper, barely showing any flesh and yet the
sight of her sexy body was making me hornier by the second. Aside
from the two of us there didn’t seem to be anyone else around,
although I could hear the faint hum of machinery at work not too
far away. She led me to her office and showed me inside, where she
went through the nature of the job. She still wasn’t entirely
convinced about my suitability, but I guessed that she was so
desperate to get the products passed through testing that she would
have taken anyone.

“This is
not really a regular position...” she explained, “Basically, we
would require your services once every fortnight to test the latest
batch of sample products and prototypes.”

“Oh...” I said, slightly underwhelmed by the prospects. I had
hoped for a more regular position and I was just about to make my
excuses and head for the door when she presented me with a
contract. It was several pages long, but my eyes immediately
latched onto the relatively huge figure she was offering.
That’s enough to last me for
months, I thought. As if my judgement
wasn’t clouded enough by my persistent state of arousal, the money
being offered pushed out any worry about the job from my mind. Of
course, despite Joanna’s cautious attitude, I was completely
oblivious to just how much pain I was about to experience. I signed
the papers there and then, feeling a chill of excitement shuddering
through my bones as I scribbled on the dotted line.


“Excellent!” she declared, sweeping the contract out from
under the pen before I could even lift my hand off the paper. She
filed it away and took the pen off me, holding out her hand to
shake with mine.

“So...
when do I start?” I asked, slightly flustered by how quick
everything was moving but also jittering with anxious
anticipation.

“Now, of course!” she beamed, pulling on my hand to lead me
back over to the door. She dragged me out into the corridor and
walked further along until we came to another door labelled
“Testing Facility”. There was a red light on the wall next to the
door accompanied by a sign, warning employees not to enter when it
was lit. What the hell have I got myself
into? I wondered. It was like a secret
military installation and I was being led into a high level
prohibited area. She unlocked the door and walked inside, waving
for me to follow her inside. As soon as I entered, she closed the
door again and locked it from the inside, switching the warning
light on before proceeding into the centre of the room. It was a
sterile white room with barely any decoration other than some
pastel stripes on the walls. A large oblong chest was situated
against the far wall with a clipboard hanging from the side. In the
corner, there was a translucent screen much like you would find in
a doctor’s surgery.

“Okay,
if you could undress behind the screen...” she said, waving me over
to the corner while she walked towards the chest. I stepped across,
suddenly feeling very nervous indeed. I had signed the contract so
I knew I couldn’t back out and my arms and legs began to tremble
anxiously as I disappeared behind the plastic sheet. Even though
the room was very well heated, that didn’t stop the rash of goose
pimples from covering my skin as I pulled off my vest top and
peeled my skinny jeans down over my thighs. I could hear her
rooting around inside the chest and could just about make out her
blurry silhouette through the screen as I hung my clothes over the
metal rail above.

“Should
I get completely undressed?” I asked with a quiver in my
voice.

“Yes, of
course!” she said politely, “Don’t be worried, you’re not the first
naked woman I’ve seen.”

The image of her in a room surrounded by naked ladies bubbled
to the front of my mind and as I pulled my pink thong down, I
couldn’t resist enjoying the dirty thought with a quick flick of my
clitoris. My pussy was already dripping wet and my nipples were
sticking out like bullets atop my round, juicy breasts. I tried to
calm myself, both from the nerves and the intense state of arousal
that I found myself in. She’s going to
think I’m some sort of nymphomaniac, I
thought.

“Are you
ready to begin?” I heard her voice calling for me, so I stepped out
from behind the screen and walked over to the centre of the room
where she was patiently waiting for me.

“I guess
so...” I said as I stood next to her, feeling the warm gaze of her
eyes poring over my flesh as she inspected my body.

“Right
then, let’s get started!” she smiled, and with that she pulled me
over to a specific spot on the floor. Beside my feet, there were
two sparkling silver shackles which she proceeded to clink shut
around my ankles. A powerful shiver shot through my body as she
enclosed each one around my feet, securing me to the ground so that
I couldn’t move. Then she picked up some metal rods she had placed
against the nearby wall and started to twirl them into the large
bolted screw holes on the ground next to the shackles. Each rod had
an additional cuff, which she snapped over my wrists once they were
tightly screwed into place. Within a matter of seconds I was
shackled to the floor and unable to move more than an inch in any
direction with my arms fastened tightly at my sides and my legs
parted just over a foot apart. I could feel the juices from my
pussy dripping down the inside of my thighs as I waited to see what
she had in store for me. All I wanted to do was reach over and
touch myself again, but that was no longer an option. She picked up
the clipboard and made a brief note while she inspected the rods
that were holding me in place.

“Okay,
it is standard practice to have a safe word...” she said, “But, you
won’t be able to talk for some of this so I’m going to suggest that
if at any point you would like me to stop, just flash the palm of
your hand repeatedly, like this...”

She made
a fist with her right hand and opened it out a few times to
illustrate. I copied her action and nodded. I didn’t know whether
to be energised or terrified, so I settled for a combination of the
two that caused my whole body to tremble. The metal restraints
rattled as I tried to calm myself, but as she pulled out her first
item I realised it was no use.

“First
up, we have this sensory deprivation helmet.” she said, lifting a
large black plastic cube out of the chest. The top side was
missing, almost like a cube-shaped bucket, and the opposite face
had a circular hole covered by a pliable rubbery sphincter on the
inside. It looked utterly bizarre and I had no idea what it was
for, but then as she commanded me to lean over I realised how it
worked. She pressed it firmly against the top of my head, squeezing
my skull through the hole until my chin finally popped through and
the rubbery iris clamped shut around my neck. I noticed that there
was a mouth piece directly in front of me on the inner wall of the
helmet, so without even thinking I latched my jaws onto it. It was
connected to a tube that was stuck firmly onto the plastic casing,
leading up to a funnel that stuck out slightly above the rest of
the helmet.

“I’m
going to fill the helmet with water...” she said, instantly filling
my heart with dread, “The idea is that it will deprive you of your
hearing, taste, sight and smell. The only thing you will be able to
feel will be what I’m about to do to your body.”

“Okay.”
I said, momentarily taking my mouth off from around the
snorkel.

“Since you won’t be able to talk for a little while, I want
you to remember as much as you can about the experience.” she
explained. As petrified of what was about to happen to me as I was,
I couldn’t deny that a strange, dark part of me felt like it was
being awoken. It was like I was enjoying being afraid, and that
realisation just scared me even more in a perpetual cycle of terror
and arousal. She brought over a step ladder and climbed up with a
hose in her hand, which she pointed directly into the open top of
the helmet. With the press of a lever, water began to gush into the
small space around my head and would have drowned me were it not
for the handily placed snorkel in my mouth. If only my parents could see me now, I silently chuckled to myself. I always had a tendency to make
jokes when I was afraid, and in that moment I had never been so
terrified in all my life. Still, I had never wanted to continue
doing something so much either.

The cool
water rapidly swirled around my face, tickling my skin as it rose
up above my eye line. Once it had reached the brim of the helmet,
she stopped the hose and closed a lid on top of the cube, with only
one gap through which the snorkel pipe protruded. I couldn’t see a
thing, nor could I smell or taste or hear. The rhythmic beat of my
heart began to increase its pace, thumping at the inside of my
chest and providing me with the only sound I could hear. I tried to
measure my breath, completely oblivious to what Joanna was doing
around me. I had never felt so alone and the mere notion that she
could abuse my body at any moment was incredibly arousing. The
throb of my clitoris seemed so much more pronounced now that my
senses had been blocked off, and even the firm teats of my nipples
felt prickly and extra sensitive. Suddenly I felt something
pressing against my crotch. At first it felt like a normal
ball-headed massager, one of which I possessed and had tucked away
secretly at the back of my knicker drawer. However as she pulled it
slightly away from my pussy I felt my small tuft of pubic hair just
above my pussy beginning to stretch out and extend towards it. I
could feel every single fibre tugging against the follicles buried
in my skin, filling my crotch with an intense twinge of pain. I
felt like every single hair was about to be rippled clean out of my
pubic area and was instantly glad that I kept my pussy lips nicely
waxed.

She
moved it further down between my thighs and pressed it to my pussy,
allowing the pubic hair above to relax while my trembling labia
took the brunt of its extremely uncomfortable yet strangely
pleasurable action. It was almost like I was being electrocuted,
which would have made sense given how my hair had reacted to it. It
was surely some sort of static electrocution wand, and the longer
she kept it pressed to my pussy the more I could feel its
overwhelming power surging through my veins. My whole body began to
vibrate and I felt like my heart was about to burst from my chest,
but more importantly my clitoris was thumping so hard against it
that I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. In that moment, I would
have happily died in order to achieve the orgasm that was swelling
from deep inside. Sadly,she pulled it away and left me thrusting my
crotch helplessly forward in the hopes of receiving some more. I
tried to beg her through the snorkel, but only some
incomprehensible moans came out. Since my hand had remained in a
tight fist, she continued on to the next item with only a few
moments to recover.

Seconds
later, I felt a sharp strike lashing across my stomach. I tried to
recoil, but the shackles kept me solidly fixed to the floor with no
option but to stand and take it. She struck me again with what felt
like the end of a whip, this time slicing it over my breasts. I
could feel them jiggling chaotically as they wobbled back into
their usual round form, albeit with a significant burning sensation
stretching across them in a straight line. She whipped me again,
moving the point of impact down over my stomach and seemingly
watching to gauge my reaction. Every strike caused a surge of
excitement in my pussy and by the time she had finished lashing me
with the whip, my thighs were visibly shaking with the overflowing
sexual excitement. With no way to move, I couldn’t scratch the
persistent itch that had developed around my clitoris and inside my
pussy. It was driving me wild and no matter how hard she hit me,
the tingle of my pussy overwhelmed the pain. She moved around
behind me and struck my ass, this time with what felt very much
like a different whip. The hit seemed blunter and more powerful,
causing me to jolt forward slightly. Whereas the first one felt
like it had a few short tassels on the end of a long whip, this one
spread out over a much larger area, surrounding each of my ass
cheeks with red hot pain as it thrashed my flesh. My agonising
groans went unnoticed beneath the surface of the water and she
continued to pound me with it over and over again, covering my ass
and my back in deep, blood red impact marks.

My whole body was aching and I started to wonder how many
products she needed to test that day. We hadn’t really gone through
it in any great detail and I started to worry that I would be left
a pile of pulped flesh and bones by the end of it.
What happened to the previous tester?
I wondered. I didn’t have much time to ponder my
fate, though, as she picked out another one of her sadistic toys. I
waited for her in my spot, still feeling the trickle of moisture
seeping from my pussy and running down the insides of my legs. The
movement of my body had caused a few droplets of water to escape
from above the rubbery rim that surrounded my neck, which I was
sure she must have noted on her clipboard. Still I had to remember
as much as I could to evaluate the products later. The chilly
trickle of the water descending between my burning hot, distressed
breasts was making it very difficult to focus though, and as she
pressed the next item to my flesh, it became more difficult. A bolt
of electrical charge shot through my whole body and caused my
ankles and wrists to shake violently as it escaped through the
metal restraints. She zapped me again, holding whatever it was to
the skin of my ass as I wailed silently beneath the water. I kept
my fists clenched as she electrocuted me repeatedly, pressing it to
each of my nipples, my belly button and then finally my exposed,
throbbing clitoris. The final charge caused my legs to quiver so
violently that I could barely support my weight any longer,
especially given the tremendous burden of the water helmet weighing
down on my shoulders.

There
was a break in her assault while she pulled the step ladder back
over and lifted the lid off the helmet. She drained it with a
suction pipe and lifted it off from around my head, allowing the
remnants of the water to drain away around my quivering body. I
closed my eyes to shield them from the bright light that suddenly
began to flood into my retinas. I had been so deprived of senses
for so long that everything seemed amplified somehow. Her voice
boomed even though she was speaking at the same level as when I had
arrived and the scent of her perfume seemed so much more potent.
Finally able to see, I peered down at my soaking wet, sore flesh
and gulped in horror. I was too breathless to scream though, and
once the initial shock of seeing my skin so battered and bruised
sunk in, the relentless itch of my clitoris came back to the
forefront of my mind.

“Almost
done!” she grinned, ”Just one more toy to play with!”

I
couldn’t even speak as she unlocked the shackles around my wrists
and ankles, finally freeing me. She giggled and watched as the
first thing that I did was move my hand over to my pussy to give it
a quick, tender rub. I circled the tips of my fingers around my
clitoral hood, massaging it gently as a long, elated sigh crept out
from between my lips.

“That
good, huh?” she asked. I nodded with another wavering sigh and then
opened my eyes to see that she had laid out a cushioned gym mat on
the floor in front of me. She waved me over to it and then started
to undress, placing her clothes piece by piece on a stainless steel
rack she had set up near the wall. I watched intently as each item
of clothing was stripped away, revealing more and more of her flesh
until finally she removed her bra to expose her wonderful, heaving
breasts. I wished that I could suck on them, but then as she pulled
her lacy panties down, my thoughts turned to sucking on her
clitoris instead. I kept my own fingers pressed firmly to my pussy
so I could touch myself as I watched her getting undressed, and
even as she stepped closer again and prepared to test the final
product I didn’t stop masturbating.

“Is that
it?” I said, glancing at a strap-on dildo that she had placed near
the mat, “What’s so special about a dildo?”

“That?”
she laughed, “No, actually the product goes on it.”

She let
that stew in my mind for a moment as she fetched the product in
question from the chest by the wall. It was a tube of something,
but there were no markings or logos to be seen other than some
ridiculously long chemical name. She picked up the dildo and
strapped it to her waist, allowing it to protrude from her crotch
while she popped the cap of the product and squirted a thick line
of the clear, oozing substance along the top of the immense black
shaft.

“It’s a
lubricant?” I asked, sensing that there must be more to it than a
mere lube. The company seemed to specialise in the strangest of
apparatus and a tube of lube seemed almost mundane in
comparison.

“Yes,
but it is a special formula...” she said, “Bend over!”

I got
down onto my hands and knees and stuck my ass out behind me as she
crouched over my back. She reached down and grabbed my arms,
forcing them back behind me as my head dropped unceremoniously
towards the mat. Then she tied a small piece of rope around my
wrists, binding them tightly together with absolutely no room to
move. With my face pressed to the mat, she knelt behind me and
placed her hands on each of my cheeks, spreading them apart to
reveal the tight, puckering rim of my asshole nestled between them.
She spat on it and worked the saliva around the hole with her
finger, sliding it gently inside despite the tight resistance of my
anus.

“It’s
designed to loosen your muscles...” she said before leaning in to
stroke her tongue repeatedly over the soft ripples of my anus,
“Allowing for much faster, deeper, harder penetration than
normal.”

It was
clear what her target was from the way she was caressing my asshole
with her tongue and exploring the opening with her finger. Having
never tried anal sex before, normally I would have been terrified
by the prospects of being forcibly sodomised. However the sensory
deprivation, incessant whippings and electrocutions had driven my
pussy wild. I probably would have said yes to anything at that
moment, and the idea that she would continue even if I said no was
turning me on even more. My mind had gone in completely the
opposite direction and I found myself crying out to be brutally
fucked in the ass. She stood up again and hovered over my ass,
angling the dildo against my anus ready to penetrate me. I took a
long, deep breath to calm myself as the slippery, bulbous head
pressed against the rim and began to push its way through. A series
of increasingly noisy moans escaped from my lungs as she inched it
deeper and deeper into my ass, and almost straight away I could
feel the bizarre sensation she had described. It felt like my
asshole was becoming numb as the lube spread around it, and yet I
could feel every single ribbed vein passing through into my rectum.
Within the space of a few seconds, I had lost all control of my
asshole and could feel it gaping wide open around the shaft as she
plunged it all the way inside me and retracted it.

She let
out a cruel cackle of delight as it passed in and out of my anus,
stretching the hole wide open with my only defence disabled. I had
no way to stop it from impaling me and it took me a little while to
realise that without the resistance of my anal muscles, I was free
to enjoy the sensation of her pounding my ass with it. As good as
it felt, I was constantly reminded of what pain felt like by the
repetitive thump of her body slamming against my ass cheeks as she
fucked me. They were still red raw and reeling from the beating
they had received from her other batch of toys earlier. Still, the
intense stinging sensation was almost as pleasurable as the feeling
of the dildo stretching my ass open. In fact even without anything
touching my pussy I could feel myself growing rapidly towards a
climax. She seemed hell bent on making me cum, maybe as a bonus for
doing so well on my first day. I got the feeling that she was
enjoying my body just as much as I was enjoying being fucked by
hers. The idea that she was taking advantage of my body for her own
amusement was so naughty that it triggered a sudden surge of
excitement deep within my pussy. The enormous girth of the dildo
thrusting in and out of my rectum was applying enough pressure that
I could feel it nudging the nerve endings inside my vagina, sending
me over the edge as I thrashed helplessly on the floor.

She
didn’t stop for a second, holding me as still as she could whilst
plunging the dildo all the way inside me so that the base rammed
against the taut, smooth skin of my anus. I screamed out with a
mixture of agony and ecstasy while my body shuddered relentlessly
in a series of orgasmic surges. I completely lost control and
started to swear amidst my deep, gasping breaths. Finally I slumped
into a heap on the mat and she removed the dildo from my ass. I was
a trembling mess and I couldn’t tell if the moisture coating my
body was the water that had drenched me earlier or a fresh sweaty
sheen of my own making. I was exhausted and unable to move, but
after a little while I managed to climb to my feet and get dressed
again.

“So...
how did I do?” I asked.

“Well, we’ll see how much you remembered in a minute.” she
laughed, holding up the clipboard. There was a section waiting for
my comments. Ah, the boring part of the
job, I thought. However, before we
proceeded back to her office to complete my evaluation, I had to
ask something.

“So
these prototypes...” I said, “Will I be able to take them home for
additional testing?”

THE
END
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